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Dear Readers: 

Many thanks again tor your excellent letters that are helping us to keep BLUE BOLT 
out front in the comic field. 

Those of you who still have prize coupons on hand from earlier issues of TARGET 
or BLUE BOLT should send them in now. Your prize circular will tell you the number 
of coupons alone, or the number of coupons and amounf of money it is necessary fo 
send in for the prize that you want. If you are just one coupon shorf, send them in 
anyway and we will forward the prize. (This offer is void in any state or municipality 
where the redemption of coupons is prohibited, taxed or restricted.! 

Cordially yours, 
The Editors 



-(four wish is granted, Louis, Blue Bell 
s now working on eorf/i.J 



COMICS ore lops with me ond I know 
I am one of your very besl customers 
— right now I am reading the 1941 



BlUF BOIT COMICS. Il gives me wide 

plpniy ot mystery ond suspense. 1 do 

lype if one mogoiinc ond BLUE BOLT 
mines Ihem up in pleasing variely. A 
rommendob'e fcoljie of BLUE BOLT 
is Ihol Iherc is a definite, plausible 



lh K plot 



. Many 






years of oge, bul I can truly say tl 
only enjoyment I get out of books 
BLUE BOLT ond I never miss on Issu 



Los Angeles, California 
— fAlf tight, Ronnie, we'll put in more 
of Eddie tell.) 

Dear Editors: 

I think that your best feature is Dick 
Cole and Ifia! your moin feature, Blue 
Boll, would be much belter if his stories 
took ploce obove the earth's crust, 
ogainsl gangsters, and not inside Ihe 

All your other features are very 
good, with the exception of the White 
Rider (Super Horse is very good). He's 
too weak for o peison who's supposed 
to hove gigar 



hos yel lo soy No to me when buying 
BLUE BOLT. 

My favorite feature is Dick Cole, be- 
cause he Is full of action and very 
exciting. I like Sub Zero Man loo be- 
cause he Is very thrilling ond I like the 



Edis. 



s O.K., 



Yours 



uly. 



Louis Guido 
Newark, New Jersey 
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-JHEPE HAS BEEN A TW WEEK VACATION AT FARR MILITARY SCHOOL ■ 
DICK, HOWEVER, IS RETURNING to school ahead of time ~ due to 
the fact that his guardian, professor sla/i?, has been (sues away. 
Dick is just approaching the Farp campus » * * • 



/ GOSH -WHEN MAJORS 
f FPRR SEES ME BACK \ 
AT THE OLD SCHOOL I 
THIS EARLY, HE'LL 
[ SAY, "DICK, ME LAD, £ 
\ ARE YOU SICK?" 




BLUE BOLT, Vol. 1, No. 11. April 1941, published monthly by Novelty P.ess, Inc., P. O. Box 1198. Philadelphia. Pa.. Editorial 
oHico. 292 Madison Avenue, New York. N. Y. Printed in U. S. A. Copyright, 1941, by Funnies Incorporated, New York, N. Y„ 
U. S. A. Prlco 10 cents per copy. Subscription price $2.00 per year in U.S.A. and Canada, includingHax. Entered as Seeond-Clas» 
II March 20, 1940, at the Post Offica at Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, under the Ant of March 3, 1879. No living pariori ii 
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BURSTING CWO THE FIELD, DICK GASPS III UTTER PSTO/IISHMENT ■ ■ ■ ■ 
THERE ARE U.S. ARMY SOLDIERS EVERYWHERE - SHOOTING FRANTICALLY 
AT A GREITT STEEL ROBOT MONSTER, WHICH REFUSES TO BE STOPPED. 
THERE RUE CPUS, TRUCKS, CPHHONS ■■" EXCITEMENT SEEMS HIGH • 




US THE ROBOT APPROACHES THE FIELD-PIECE, THE 
CmwFLEE--OHE SWEEP OFR MIGHTY ARM.AHD- 
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-THE GUN IS 
SMASHED TO 
SMITHEREENS! 






immedirtely m electric wave of 
excitement sweeps we field- 
officers ix/is dick----theh— 



YOU SHOULDN'T HRV£, BOY.' IF YDVD 
COME TO THE MRIN GR7E , YOU'D HAVE 
SEEN SENT mRYSY fill HRMY SENTRY! 
THEY'RE HHVIHS SECRET MANEUVERS 
HERE DURING WE HOLIDAYS WITH THIS 
NEW WEAPOH- FIND SECRET THEY MUST 
WIS 'IS A VERY 'GROVE ACCIDENT, 
MS YOU MUST SWEFW ON YOUR 
HONOR MOT TO TELL N SOUL 
WHHT YOU'VE SEEN, BCVf 



Hm/RTLY, flH ORDERLY RUSHES UP 
TO THE MAJOR, WHISPERS R MESSAGE. 



VERYOOOD, ORDERLY—- HICK, 
THERE IS VERY GREAT MAN HERE 
TODRY- WATCHING THIS BUSINESS. 
HE IS VERY CONCERNED ABOUT IT, 
MS HE WISHES TO SPEAK WITH 
YOU. HE IS THE CHIEF EXECUTIVE 
OF THE UNITED STATES f 





mth tm coming of night, 
hush hno quiet descend 

UPON WE FARR GffMfW "" DICK, 

RL&NE IH MS DORM, PREPARES FOR BED. 




WHILE IN MOTHER SUILOING, MAJOR 
FARR AND RRARwY OFFICER CHftT- 
r- ■< 

YES, MAJOR, WERE HPUE BEEN WREE 
SEPARATE FIFTH-COLUMN OeGANIZimONS 
AFTER THOSE ROBOT PLANS f ONE IN 
PARTtCULRR-THE BLACK LEAGUE- HAS 
BEEN VERY TROUBLESOME! THUS THE 
^SECRECY-AND OUR CHOICE 




. JUST ABOUT NOUl, WE SLAW 
LEAGUE 13 PREPARING TO STRIKE f 

EVERYTHING IS READY, EXCELLENCIES, 
BOTH TRUCKS- ANO WE AMERICAN 

AND R/S HOODLUMS ARE , 




fl FEW MOMENTS IflTER, SENWES fir 77j£ FflPR GATES 
ARE SILENTLY DISPOSED 0F-7W0NHSE TRUCKS SUDS 

0m m£ srowzs mm muffled motors • - • - 




AW MUSS JUMP OUT OF OWE TRUCK' ARMED TO 
W£ TEEW -WEN THE iVHOL£ EVIL PRQC£SSIQii MOVES 

twwd the sam. rrmorfpnd mwsuspFcnm robot 







SKirriy nm siieoeniy, THeyiirmcK 
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mmi/tfi Few seconds, the mull 

HANDFUL CFSOLBWS IS OVERPOUIERED-'-W^jf up/or 




me hxmoky ooors Hue opehed, find me hobot mm is 
snouGHr our, ohe wick is mx rehdy to receive it — 




mac, in his gocM m me 

MUM, HEMS THE DISWSBHNCE'- 



fsreosH- mefe's some- 
miHG niNHY com on oven 

^ THERE BY THE HHMOHYf 






WW We 7M/GS LEAP 0M! T//£ 
MOVING TfVCK — 
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jtr the msor, wen gives swift curse 
(GOSH -I'VE GOT TO STOP THAT? J 



ne eehches thepihms just 
before the men, swjngs 

HRRD HT ft HUNG — 



' mm fixes \ 
war one! l 





pick locks mem inside the huge it/in, 

PBRKS THE ROBOT ON THE ROOF, THEN SLOWLY 
DRIVES THE TRUCK BBCK TO F/IRR '• • ■■ • v>2 ~/S 
GREETED WITH HILWMS CHEERS ■ ■ ■ ■ 



(LQQk-TNE swarf 
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pi ex, ear, irs N 

MPN COOP THING 

ywm come mac 

TO MBt EARLY.' 
■£ BLESSING! 




m wunext 
irxmm.GiMG.'fWD 

WBHKS FOR THE 
SWELL . 
letters! 





"YOU SEE THE MAN SPEAKING? THAT IS 
TANNER, , .THE HEAD OF THE SMALL 
DEMOCRATIC STATE WHICH PLANS TO 
BECOME AN ALLV OP ENGLAND. .BUT 
THE OTHER MAN.." 




"..HE iS AN EVIL ONE . .WORKING POP. j 

PERSONAL POWER AND GREED. .HIS 

NAME IS KARLO, AND HE IS ATRAlTORl 

TO WIS COUNTRY AND TO THE CAUSE f 

OF RIGHT, '' 




MS BLUE BOUT LftNOS ON 3 
BOARD HE JS SEEN . , - , . ^£ l 
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IT'S ALL RIGHT, GENTLEMEN, 
THIS MAN IS RASH BUT 
SAFE, YOU MAYTAKE MV, 
WORD FOR IT' 



VERY WELL, 
IMISS TANNER. 





XJB-ZERO MAN...ONLY SURVIVOR OF AN EXPEDITION 
~"FROf<\ VENUS THROUGH THE VAST EXPANSE |OP 
— FRIGID SPACE...HAS MASTERED THE VARIOUS DEGREES 
'OF COLD THIS ABILITY HE UTILIZES TOR THE GOOD 
OF MANKIND/ 



*UB-ZERO [ S FIRST CLIENT... 



I'M OR. HOWARD, HEAD OF THE 
HOWARD SCIENTIFIC RESEARCH 
FOUNDATION.'!. NEED YOUR HELP 

IN FINDING DR. MARTIN--; 

^THE 



n! W : 

G RE" > : 
(ATS I 



THE PRESS WAS MISTAKEN. 
MARTIN WAS INVESTIGATING 
PORTS OF A SPECIES OF RA\ 
THAT, LIKE LEGENDARY VAM- 
PIRES...POUNC6ONTHETHR0ATS 

OF HUMAN 
BEINGS, AND 
SUCK THEIR 
BLOODUNT1L 

THEY 




' ' ' : 



. 





BUT THE RAT DIDN'T EVEN HAVE 
TIME TO SUCK HIS BLOOD— 
UNLESS IT PIERCED HIS ) 
JUGULAR VEIN... 



THE SLIDE BEARS A SPECI- 
MAN OF PEDRO'S BLOOD- 
WATCH CLOSELY AND VOUJ 
-7 WILL SEE THE 
\ MUKPERER! 



"BEHOLD THE VICTIM..A LIFE' 
GIVING RED CORPUSCLE! 
AND APPROACHING IT IS 
THE GREEN VAMPIRE 
GERM--" 




■-A FIGHTING WHITE CORP- 
USCLE RUSHES TO THE 
RESCUE, BUT— " 



- disposing of the fighter, 
the vampire pounces on 
its prey- pedrob blood 
fairly teemed with these 
killers: " 




— 



: ■ ' 






TRA5K MUST HAVE DEVISED A 
SERUK FOR HIS OWN PRO- 
TECTION ...IN CASE HE GOT 
BITTEN ACCIDENTALLY/ I'LL 
HAVE TO HURRY.' THOSE 
GERMS WORK FAST/ 



g^UPPENLVHE STOPS.? 



I...I FEEL SO SLEEPY-.. 

THOSE LITTLE KILLERS ARE 

WORKING— I'VE GOT TO 

SNAP OUT OF IT— 

SOMEHOW/ 



„ STRAINING HIS GLAZING 
EYE5... 



THE SERUM... IN THOSE TEST 

TUBES—A FEW MORE STEPS... 

IF I CAN ONLY MAKE r 




TheVOVm 

)jxttd 





called. "There's an old 



boat out there in the marsh!" Jerry pointed to a 
rowboat, apparently abandoned for some time, 
half buried in swampy ground. They had been 
looking all day for an old boat they could buy — 
something cheap, to convert into a sail boat. 

H I see it," Edison Bell said, "and it's just what 
we're looking for. Wonder who owns it?" 

"Aw, I don't think anyone owns it — now!" 
Jerry laughed. "But, if we can get it out, I'll ask 
my father — he knows a member of the Coast 
Guard!" 

"Well, I suppose it will be all right — if-you 
ask about it!" Eddie replied. "I don't like to take 
anything without asking first." 

BRIGHT and early the next morning Jerry 
hopped out of bed and hurried over to 
Eddie's garage. When he got there he found 
Eddie already washing down the boat. 

"Hey!" Jerry teased. "I thought you weren't 
going to work on it until I got the okay?" 

"I'm not really working on it" Eddie started 
to explain, "I'm only clean . . . HEY? You're 
not trying to tell me your father's found out who 
owns it, are you?" 

"Take it easy," Jerry laughed, "I was only kid- 
ding! I spoke to Dad and he asked his friend. 
Everything's okay— there's ne record of it . . . 
the Coast Guard said we can have it!" 

"Swell! Now we can get to work!" Eddie threw 



a piece of sandpaper at his pal. "Get started — > 
the faster we work the longer we'll have to sail 
it!" 

They worked on the dinghy for the next two 
weeks, scraping, sanding, and painting. When the 
boat was all painted, they set to work on the 
sails. Eddie got some unbleached muslin from 
his mother and they cut it into a good-sized sail. 

The mast was the hardest problem. Eddie 
scouted around the local canoe clubs and finally 
ran across an old mast and boom that no one 
was using. He asked the manager about it and 
got the whole works for two dollars! 

"Looks like we're finished!" Eddie smiled one 
day as he tested the hull and found the paint dry. 

"And it looks swell too!" Jerry added. "Now 
we'll be able to go ahead with our plans — 
remember?" 

"Oh, yes," Eddie answered, "the treasure! 
Have you still got that old map?" 

"Right here, Pal!" Jerry dug into his pocket. 
"I've been carrying it all the time. I knew better 
than to remind you of it while we were working 
— you get so engrossed!" 

"Never mind the kidding — hand it overl" 
Eddie smiled. "Let's see if we can't dig up a few 
million dollars in pieces of eightl" 

They went to Eddie's house and climbed up 
to his den. There they settled themselves eh the 
floor and spread out the map. 



AN EDISON BELL STORY 



Bplltytytl 



"Right here — ■" Jerry placed his finger on a 
tiny dot, "is the island the old fisherman told me 
about. As I see it, it's only about five miles off 
the coast — we could make it very easily!" 

"Wait, let me get this straight." Eddie said. 
"This island, so the fisherman told you, was sup- 
posed to have been visited by Captain Kidd and 
his pirates many years ago, right?" 
"Right!" Jerry nodded his head. 
Eddie studied the map. "Well, then let's go!" 
They gathered together what supplies they 
needed, and put the boat on the trailer. Eddie 
rigged the small trailer to his bike and pedalled 
it to the bay. He and Jerry launched it with a 
mock ceremony. 

"I hereby name you — 'THE PENGUIN'!" 
Eddie splashed water over the boat — and on 
Jerry at the other sidel 

"Hey — I've already been christened once! But 
that's a good name — 'Penguin'! It looks good 
enough to fly — but can't!" 

Eddie rigged up the sail, while Jerry returned 
the bike. In a short time they were gliding across 
the waters of the bay toward the island! 

"Well, Captain Bell!" Jerry rhymed, "she rides 
the swells well!" But he had to duck as Eddie 
threw a life preserver at him. 

"You're quite a poet — but let's see what kind 
of a navigator you are! Get out the map and set 
a course," Eddie relaxed in the bow.. 

"Nothing to it, Skipper! Matter of Fact I can 
even see the island now!" Jerry pointed to a 
small island as they sailed around the point into 
the outer bay. 

"Yes, there it is all right. Not very big, though 

— is it?" Eddie peered through his binoculars. 

"It appears to be rocky, and densely wooded. 

* The shore-line is very rough — I can't see any 

place to land ..." 

"Let me see." Jerry took the glasses. He peered 
hard for a minute. "Gee — I guess you're right. 
But, there's probably a nice beach on the other 
side. I'll take it around." 

The Penguin heeled over gracefully as the 
white sail caught the wind. The boys leaned out 
in the other direction to hold it even. 

"She rides like a dream!" Eddie remarked. 
They skirted the island and .sailed around to 
the ocean side. Here the waves were bigger, and 
the Penguin tossed a bit as the bow churned 
through the green water. Jerry headed into the 
wind and gave the rudder a .quick twist. The 
Penguin turned about like a swivel-chair! 

"Duck!" Jerry warned. "Here comes the 
boom!" The boom snapped across the cockpit 
and cracked open again on the other side. "We're 
running with the wind now! Watch her rip these 
waves!" 

The Penguin headed straight for the island, 
the waves splashing in their faces. Eddie looked 
over the bow into the water. 



He suddenly turned and exclaimed, "Hey — 
the water has a funny color to it! Sort of grey 
..." He had hardly spoken when the Penguin 
leaped, like a hooked fish, and spilled them both 
into the white-capped sea! 

FOR a moment they were panic stricken. Ed- 
die struck out for Jerry, who was tangled in 
the sail, fearful that he would be dragged 
under! He reached his friend and started to rip 
loose the sail cloth and rope — when Jerry looked 
at him with a strange expression. 

"Look — I can stand up!" he exclaimed. "The 
water isn't even up to our chests!" He was right. 
The Penguin had hit a reef in shallow water. 
That was why the water looked grey! 
. . "Well," Eddie laughed, "let's get this thing 
ashore — looks like we'-ve got a hole in the bot- 
tom!" They were only a short distance from the 
pebbly beach of the island. 

"Yes, and you ripped the sail — trying to save 
my worthless life!" Jerry held up the torn cloth. 
"Lucky thing we brought enough supplies to 
Stay overnight!" 

"Let's look into those rocks on the hill." Eddie 
suggested. "We may be able to find a "cave to 
sleep in tonight, I'm afraid we're going to have 
some rain." Jerry agreed and they started up the 
wooded slope. 

After looking about they finally found a cave 

just right for the night. They went in. Eddie 

had his water-proof flashlight, so he led the way. 
The cave had an eerie feel to it — sort" of damp 
and ghostly. 

"Eddie." Jerry was really scared, "I'm — I'll 
look around for another cave!" He dashed for 
the entrance, only to find that the world outside 
was enjoying a heavy downpour! "Hey! It's rain- 
ing!" He turned to Eddie. "What'll we do?" 

Eddie knew that if he showed Jerry he, too, 
was frightened, there'd be no holding him. He 
said, "Take it easy, Pal — it's nice and dry in 
here. Besides, Captain Kidd has been dead for 
hundreds of years!" , 

"I know," Jerry answered, his voice quivering, 
"but that's all the more reason why I wouldn't 
want to meet him here tonight!" A bright flash 
of lightning, followed by a low rumble, punctu- 
ated his exclamation. 

Eddie put out the flashlight, not wanting to 
waste the batteries, and sat down in the corner 
of the cave — to wait for morning. 

"Hey, don't do that!" Jerry hurried toward 
where Eddie sat — but suddenly tripped over 
something on the cave floor! Eddie sprang to his 
feet and flicked on the light. "What is it?" 

Jerry put his hand to his throat* horrified at 
what he saw! 

"Bones!" Eddie exclaimed. "Big, white bones.'" 
{Continued next month.) 



IVPfp 



lilt 



mm 




THE CRACKLING LAUGH OF 
DEATH SELLOWS THROUGH THE 
MOUNTAIN PASS A"5) TO COLO, 
ICV HAND REACHES INTO 
EVERY CAR OF THE \N«ECK ! 




FROM THE TWISTED \NFERUO 
WAT WAS ONCE "WE POWECT-UL 
SUPER LIMITEttTUE ENGINEER 
RUNAWAY RONSON, CARRIES 
THE LIMP BODYOF HIS OILER, 
PAT, WHO WAS KNOCKED 
UNCONSCIOUS BY THE TRE- 
MENDOUS IMPACT. 



YOU'LL HAVE TO SET I 
WITHOUT ME FOR A WH\LE, 

CKT I HAVE TO SET TO 

WE TELESRAW SET ANOI 





AT ONCE, COMMUNICATION LINK 
ARE CLEARED AND THE 
EMERGENCY MESSAGE IS 
RELAYED TO ALL POINTS 
NEAR THE WRECK 




EVEN BEFORE THE MESS ASE IS FMSMEO, EWEEGEHCY 
CREWS ARE ON THEIR WAY TO THE RESCUE..... :» 




REMAINING AT H\S WIRELES5 
RUNAWAY FIND5 HIMSELF. 
TRAPPED &/TME EN6ULF\NG 

FLAfAES .SAVE ONLY A 

SMALL WINDOW. 



GRASPING A PART OP THE 
FRAMEWORK, RUNAWAY 
SWINGS AND CRASHES 
THROUGH THE WINDOW..,. ONLY 
To FIND HWV5B-F DROPPING 
INTO THE ABYSS BELOW... 



HIS POWERFUL ARtfS S1R\K£S 
OUT, GRASPING A JUTT\N<5 

ROCK SAVING VAWS FROM 

BEING DASHED TO BITS' 




"MEy'LL 5TOP AT NOTING 
TO 6ET WHAT THEY WANT/' 
PAT — THIS MAY HAVE fT 
SOMETHING TO DO WITH > 
"IMS CRACK UP.' C'MON — 
START LOOKING FOR A < 
DOCTOR AND MAYBE WE 
CAN BRING HlfA 




RETURNIN6 WITH AOOCTOe, 
RUNAWAY RHD5 THE OLD 
MAN HAS DISAPPEARED! 



"IHOUeHT YOU'D SET AWAY, 
EH.GRUBER? WHERE DID 
YOU HIDE THAT ^£,000.000 
WORTH OP DIAMONDS ON ' 

THE 
TRAIN?// /AY ARM— YOU 




ITS THE OLD M AN.ALL RIGHT. 
NOW TO SET IN "THIS WINDOW 
AND GIVE WHOEVER. IS 
IN THERE WITH HIMv A 
NICE LITTLE SURPRISE 




THERE'S SOMETHING "^^ 

screwy eoiNe on around 

HERE, PAT,' SEARCH THE « 

FRONT OF THE TRAIN... -ILL 

TAKE THE BACK," 




THIS VB GOINe TO BE 1 
WORSE HW4 LOOKANS 
FOR A NEEDLE IN A J 
HAY-STAC < ^jmragrH 
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I HAVE NOV SURE/ 1 
DIAMONDS' [WE USE A 
YOU MUST _/ HOSE ON HI/A 
BE: \FRITZ— HE-WILL 

/VMSTAXEN]/ TELL US WHERE 





>itu$(§m$ ©S3 '■ 



\ CIGAR BOX... A SHEET Of BLACK 
SHOW-CARD BOARD, AND RUBBER 
BANDS ARE ALL YOU NEED/ 




- USE ALSO FILM ROLL- 
ABOUT I27...MAKESUW 
/Tf/7S..TURN WITH FISH- 
CAN KEY...F 



_, LOAD 
tWAERAIN 
DARK-PO0fA.PLACE 
FILM WTO 5LOTS..A.AND 
0VEREN0S...B...WHEN5HUT- 
TER.,.C.JSOPENEO,UGHT 
ENTERS PINHOLE..© ...AND 
FILM I SSXP05ED ...E... 



1 LONGER EXPOSURES ARE 

r NECESSARV...KEEP CAMERA 

STEADY,' EXPERIMENT TO 

FIND EXACT TIME,' 




I'M THROUGH. OONe.OUITS.SAVVV? 

I DON'T WANT TO SEE OR EVER HEAR OF 
YOU NOMORE.X DON'T! VOU ARE OLD 
MAN TROUBLE AND BAD LUCK TO ME, 
VOU MANGY, KNOCK-KNEED, 
STRING HALTED, FAT HEAD* 
YOU. . .VOU. 




-■ ■ ■" "-' ■■' - - •- " : 





JASPER AND KRISKO, SHANGHAIED ON THE 
TRAMP STEAMER, CALAMITY JANE ', SKIP- 
PEREO BY BLACK BEARD AND A FIRST MATE 
NAMED GRAVEDIGGER.THE MEANEST MEN 
SAILING THE SEVEN SEAS . IN THE NEXT 
ISSUE QF^OWW^flfg-VQU^L SEE 
FURTHER ADVENTURES OF 
JASPERAND KRISKO ON 
THE HIGH SEAS , , 




"■ ■ ■ ■ ■■■ ■ ■■ ■■ ■■ -,, ■ " - — 




^ ■■' ■;. ■• 
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Jf'tCHE WAR SOON DEVELOPED 
yj INTO A HARD STRUGGLE^ 
FOR THE COLONISTS ,\^ 





-THE GHOST OF A DEAD 
COP, IS, AT THE MOMENT, 
LIVING IN GHOST TOWN; 
A TOWN WHERE ALL 
GH0ST5.0FALL AGES, 
AND OF ALL COUNTRIES, 
LIVE IN PEACE UNDER A 
DEMOCRATIC GOVERNMENT. 



' YOUR EXCELLENCY, IT 15 KNOWN 
THAT THE S0UN05 COME FROM 
ACROSS THE HIGH MOUNTAIN 
I THAT " *~ 
GHOST TOWN 
ON THE 



ffciT TIMES WEIRD NOSES AND 
SOUNDS ECHO THROUGH THE 
STREETS OF GHOST TOWN, CREAT- 
ING SUCH FEAR AMONG THE 
PEOPLE THAT THEY FLEE IN 
TERROR/ 



THE PRESIDENT OF THE GH05T 
TOWN, GEORGE WASHINGTON, BE- 
COMES DEEPLY CONCERNED OVER 
THE SITUATION AND CALLS IN 
SERGEANT SPOOK - 




; COME ON, BOONE. THAT 
CUTE LITTLE KITTEN " 
JUST PARALYZED FOR A 
LITTLE WHILE AND I WANT 
TO PUT A LOT OF DISTANCE 
BETWEEN HIM AND U5. 



SN THROUGH THE PRE-HI5TORIC 
GHOST JUNGLE TRAVEL THE TWO 
MEN.--- 



KllDING.AS MONSTERS OF ANOTHER AGE 
CROSS THEIR PATH,' 


m^L^JJ A 
Hi-- S3 


1 
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ALL FAREWELLS SAID. THE PHANTOM 
GETS ™P£ffWAy--_-_£ 



, KINDA LIKE ALICIA, 
PONT YOU? W£LL.BUCK . 
UP, PAL . I'VE A FEELING 
YOU'LL BE SEEING HE* 
AGAIN SOON! 



OMSUBl I 





FOR TWO WEEKS I'VE BEEN AN ACCEPTED 
MEMBER OF THE GANG. BUT I COULD NEVER 
FINP OUT WHO WAS THE BIS BOSS. TONIGHT 
I WAS TO MEET HIM. AND — MOWING 
WHO HE WAS, I COULD ROUND UP THE 
WHOLE BANG! BUT SOMEWHERE I SLIPPED 
UP. THEY DISCOVERED I'M 
A G-MAN. YOU KNOW 
THE REST. j— -y. YEAH TO 

THEM yOU 'RE 
A DEAD MAN 
NOW ' 




BUT THANKS TO YOU 
FELLOWS I'M ALIVE. 
SO BEING ALIVE I 'VE 
GOT TO FINISH MY 
WORK. 1 KNOW WHERE 
THE GANG'S GOING SO . 
/'VE GOT TO 
GET ALONG-.' 



YOU CAN'T DO 
'MUCH ALONE NOM 
THEV KNOW WHO 
YOU ARE. SO 
WHY NOT LET 
US COME ALONG 
AND HELP YOU » 




On Sale NOW.' (JtymS^ftmUtml 




pocket. Card pocket at each 
end. Snap fastener. 
State initial to be stamped 
RUBBERIZED LEATHER 

(MO 124) 35 C 

GUARANTEED ALL LEATHER 
(MO 124A) 47 c 

Sell FIVE billfolds (MO 124) 
for J1.75— or (MO 134A) for 
$2.35 - and we'll send one 
for yourself free . . . or . . . 



